


Hearts of Dragons: Birth by Sleep

by Warrior of Spectra



Category: How to Train Your Dragon
Genre: Fantasy, Hurt-Comfort
Language: English
Characters: Astrid, Heather, Hiccup
Pairings: Hiccup/Astrid
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2015-02-24 03:38:53
Updated: 2015-02-24 03:38:53
Packaged: 2016-04-27 06:38:18
Rating: T
Chapters: 1
Words: 1,033
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: For centuries The Keyblade Masters protect the stability of The Worlds. Fighting any force that may threaten the Light of all Worlds. Hiccup, Astrid and Heather are all Keyblade wielders and all aspire to become Masters. But when a new threat surfaces from the Darkness the three do not realize that in the coming days: Everything they thought they knew will change forever.





	Hearts of Dragons: Birth by Sleep

_**Preface: Dive into the Heart**_

**A/N: This fic is inspired on the game Kingdom Hearts: Birth by Sleep. As a major Kingdom Hearts fanatic since I was a little kid I have never stopped loving the series even in my adult life. How to Train Your Dragon is one series I also equally love (DRAGON FAN!) and I had an idea for this story come to mind a few weeks ago. **

**While the main idea of the story follows a similar plotline of Birth by Sleep: the story is ultimately different and will take several deviating turns from Birth by Sleep. But the main idea is still the same: The tale of three young heroes as they travel the worlds, cross paths and deal with physical and emotional turmoil. **

**Ultimately I aim to make this a fic anyone can read. Even if you are not a Kingdom Hearts fan: you all will understand the situation of the story without the need of playing the series. **

**Without further wait: I present **_Hearts of Dragons: Birth by Sleep_**. **

…**..**

"_This world should do…small…quiet…peaceful…a perfect place to spend your final days…" _

She recognized the distant voice…yet at the same time it sounded foreign to her ears as she drifted…drifted into the endless abyss of darkness, all the while small specs trailed out of her chest…

Where her fractured heart beat it's last remnants of light.

She felt something pull her down…and her back landing on a glass object…standing up fully: the Raven black haired girl, around the age of ten years old, slowly stood up on whatever the glass surface she stood on. Her eyes opened, revealing green irises that were clouded, no pupils showing…a sign that The Darkness was consuming her…

Examining her surroundings…the girl saw that she stood on a stain glassed floor…radiating white light…and quarter of the glass surface was shattered.

As her heart begin to beat less, the girl felt the her eyes begin to grow heavy…urging her to shut her eyes…and to go into her endless sleep…to give up and allow the darkness take her. The girl, feeling no reason to resist…slowly began to shut her eyes, resigning herself to her fate…

_Who's there?_

A voice whispered in the back of the girl's mind…

The girl's eyes snapped open at the voice and looked up and saw what looked like a small sphere of light drifting down towards her from the darkness. As the sphere of light dropped to the girl's eye level it began to circle around the girl slowly.

"Who are you?" The girl asked tiredly, she was about ready to collapse onto the floor but she underestimated her own strength. She could feel herself start to grow strong enough to remain standing…but perhaps it wasn't her own strength.

Was it the light?

_I am a heart who has just entered the world…I heard your cries…and followed it. _The heart responded in the back of her mind.

"You're right…" The girl said, slowly placing her hand over her chest, feeling her very faint heartbeat. "My heart is fractured…and I'm fading into the Darkness…"

_Then allow our hearts to merge…reclaim the power you lost. _Slowly, the sphere of light hovered in front of the girl's chest…and merged inside of her.

_And when the time is right…we can…_

Suddenly, the girl felt her strength returning to her…her heart began to beat regularly, aided with the light of the heart that had joined itself with her. Suddenly: she felt three words role off of her tongue naturally.

"Open the door…" She said strongly.

As she did: the stain glass floor began to glow brightly. The quarter of the floor that was broken began to repair itself…and an image began to form on the glass. Revealing an image of the girl on the right side of the glass, sleeping.

A smile formed on the girl's face as her heart mended…and the light healed her.

_What is your name friend? _The heart asked.

"_My name…" _The girl responded. _"My name is Heather…what is yours?"_

_My name is…_

….

The large man walked away from the body of the ravine haired girl that now lay in a hidden cove on the island of the man's birth. Thanks to the man's black robes: he easily melded with the darkness of the night. The only thing that could be heard as he walked was the sound of his massive footsteps and the metal rode he held in his hand.

The girl was wounded beyond whatever Cure spell the man could caste. All he could do was let her live what little time she had left in peace. This cove was one such place…the water was clear…the trees did not block the pale light of the moon…the nights were always starry this time of year.

But while the man walked away…his mind was now thinking…thinking of what he should do next.

A flash and a metallic noise stopped the man in his tracks.

Turning around, the man saw the body of the girl…her right arm held up…and grasped in her hand: A Key shaped sword…with the accents of a Skrill's electric blue scales. A key chain was attached to the end of the weapon…at the end of the chain was a small token resembling a lightning bolt.

"A Keyblade!" The man said in a raspy voice.

After he said that…a beam of electric blue light flew out from the tip of the Keyblade and soared into the sky…radiating power…

This was evidence…that the light in the girl's heart had not yet faded.

As the girl's eyes slowly opened…the man approached the girl that was regaining consciousness. As he approached her however…a satisfied smirk crossed the man's lips…and he slowly stroked his long black beard…contemplating on his next move.

And he had already thought of his plan…it would take yet more years…but he was a patient man…and was willing to wait.

After all…The Plan was far too important to act to hasty. For now the girl needed a safe place to live. And he knew just where to take her as the time to begin his plans drew near.

It was time to pay his old friend a visit.


End file.
